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"Hardly, I think," said Tom. "Will you name
your second'?"

441 know no one. I have not been here two hours;
but I suppose they do not matter much."

" Humph! it is as well to have witnesses in case
of accident. There are a couple of roystering Burschen
in the public room, who, I think, would enjoy the
office. Both have scars on their faces, so they will
be au fait at the thing. Shall I have the honour of
sending one of them to you?"

"As you will, sir; my number is 34." And the
two fools turned on their respective heels, and walked
off.

At sunrise next morning Tom and his second are
standing on the Falkenhohe, at the edge of the vast
circular pit, blasted out by some explosion which has
torn the slate into mere dust and shivers, now covered
with a thin coat of turf.

"Schone aussicht!" says the Bursch, waving his
hand round, in a tone which is benevolently meant to
withdraw Tom's mind from painful considerations.

"Very pretty prospect indeed. You're sure you
understand that revolver thoroughly ?"

The Bursch mutters to himself something about
English nonchalance, and assures Thurnall that he is
competently acquainted with the weapon; as indeed
he ought to be; for having never seen one before,
he has been talking and thinking of nothing else
since they left Bertrich.